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HER MAJESTY, 


Jeſty's gracious protection of theſe Poems, 
to abuſe it by adopting the common ſtrain 
of dedication.. 

That praiſe correſponds beſt to your Ma- 
jeſty's generous feelings, which is poured 


A 2 without 


N A a: : 7 4 
DEDICATION. | 


without reſtraint from the heart, and is re- 
peated where you cannot hear. 


1 fuppreſs therefore, in delicacy to thoſe 
feelings, the warmth of my own; and ſub- 


ſcribe < 
MADAM, 
With profound reſpeft N £ 1 
Your MA err 
Devoted a 
5 HELEN MARIA WILLIAMS, 1 


P R 1 4.6 91 E. : | 
HE apprehenſion which it becomes 
me to feel, in ſubmitting theſe Poems 

to the judgment of the Public, may perhaps 

plead my excuſe, for detaining the reader to 
relate, that they were written under the dif- 
advantages of a confined education, and at 


an age too young for the attainment of an 


accurate taſte, 


My firſt production, the Legendary 
Tale of Edwin and Eltruda, was com- 
poſed to amuſe ſome ſolitary hours, and 


without any view to publication. Being 
3 ſnewn 


þ 
| 
, 
| 


| leftion, but not exactly in their original 
form. I have felt it my duty to exert my 


PREFACE. 


| ſhewn to Dr, Kippis, he declared that it 


deſerved to be committed to the preſs, and 


| offered to take upon himſelf the taſk of in- 


troducing it to the world, I could not heſi- 
tate to publiſh a compoſition which had re- 
ceived the ſanction of his approbation. By 


| the favourable reception this little poem met 


with, I was encouraged ſtill farther to meet 
the public eye, in the © Ode on the Peace,” 
and the poem which has the title of « Peru.” 
Theſe poems are inſerted in the preſent col- 


endeavours in ſuch a reviſion and improve- 


ment of them, as may render them ſomewhat 


more worthy of peruſal. It will, I am afraid, 
ſtill be found, that there are ſeveral things 


8 | 25 in 


PREFACE. 


222 
of ſevere * | 


To the Pd which for the firſt time 
appeared in print in this collection, a few 
which have been ſince written are added 
in this ſecond edition. The writer is fully 
ſenſible, that for the ſucceſs of her later as 
well as earlier productions, ſhe muſt rely 
on the indulgence of the public, knowing 
how ſmall are her pretenſions to its favour. 


— — — 
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Vor. I. 


FAIR Otabeite, fondly bier 
By him, who long was doom d to brave 

The fury of the polar wave, 50 

That fiercely mounts the frozen rock 

Where the harſh ſea-bird rears her neſt, 


And learns the raging ſurge to mocx 
| B 2 There, 


4 THE MORAL 


| There, Night, that loves eternal ſtorm, 
Deep, and lengthen'd darkneſs throws, 
And untried dee doubtful form 
Its half-ſeen horror ſhews ! | 
While Nature, with. a look ſo wild 
1 Leans on the cliffs in chaos pil'd; 
That here, the aw'd, aſtoniſh'd mind 
Forgets, in that o'erwhelming hour 
When her rude hands the ſtorms unbind, 
In all the inadnefs of her power, 
That ſhe who ſpreads the ſavage gloom, - Ml 
That Jie can dreſs.in melting grace, ö 


— — — - 
* 


In ſportive Summer's laviſh bloom, 

The aweful terrors of her face; 
And wear the ſweet perennial ſmile 

That charms in Otaheite's ile. 


ET on — —— — 
* 


— 


4 


— — — — — ___{ ——da 
* 


ö 


THE MORA IX &# 


Vet, amid ber fragtunt bowers, 
Where Spring, whoſe dewy fingers firew 
O'er other lands ſome fleeting flowers, 
Lives, in bloſſoms ava We £ 
Whence aroſe that ſhriek of pain? 
Whence the tear that flows in vain ? - 

Death | thy untold Kan 

Tears ſome tranſient, human band. | 
Eternity | rich plant, that'blows | e 
Beneath a brighter, happier ſly; op 
Time is a fading branch, that grows 
On thy pure ſtem, and blooms to die, 


What art thou, Death ?—terrific ſhade, 
In unpierc'd gloom tray d 
Oſt will daring fancy ſtray 
. 


—— — — 0 I— —— 


1 


| 
6 THE MORAL 


Far ia ths central waſtes, where Night . 
Divides no chearing hour with Day, 
And unnam'd horrors meet her ſight, 
There thy form ſhe dimly ſees, 

And round the ſhape unfiniſh'd throws- 
All her frantic. viſion ſhews 

When numbing fears her ſpirit freeze, 
But can more yoice declare 


| If Fancy paints thee as thou art ? 

l Thy aſpect may a neg 
Her pencil never ſhall impart ; 

The wo that once on thee ſhall gaze 


No more its ſtiffen'd orb can raiſe ; 


| The lips that could thy power reveal | 
Shall laſting filence inſtant ſeal — 7 
In vain the icy hand we fold, | 


. * 


57 


TEP MOAAE F 


In vain the breaſt with tears we ſtee p 


The heart that ſhar'd each pang, is cold, © © 7 
The vacant eye no more can weep, ' We mat bf 


Yet from the ſhore where Ganges rolls  — 
His wave beneath the torrid ray, 
To earth's chill verge; where oer the poles: . ond 
Fall the laſt beats of ling ring day, 

For ever ſacred are the dead! 
Sweet fancy comes in ſorrows aid, 
And bids the mourner lightly tread 
Where th' inſenſate clay is laid 
Bids partial gloom the fod inveſt 

By the mould'ring relics prefh | 
Then laviſh rews, with lad deb 
% NN 


3 THE MORAL 


Whate'er her conſecrating power 
Reveres, of herb, or fruit, or flower, 
And fondly weaves the various rite. 


See I o'er Qtabeite's ie 
10 the long, funereal train; 
Slow the pallid corſe they bear. 
Oft they breathe the ſolemn prayer: 
Where the ocean bebe land 
Thrice, and thrice, wich pious hand, 
The prieſt, when high the billow ſpringe, 
From the wave unſullled, flings 

Waters pure, that ſprinkled near, ot. 
Sanctify the hallow'd bier: 


But never may one drop profane 
The relies with forbidden tain! 


THE MORATI, 9 
Now around the fun'ral ſhrine 
Led in myſtic mazes, twine 
Garlands, where the plantain weaves 
With the pala luxuriant leaves; 
And o'er each ſacred knot is ſpread 
The plant devoted to the dead. 


Five pale moons with trembling light 
Shall gaze upon the lengthen'd rite 1 
Shall ſee diſtracted beauty tear 
The treſſes of her flowing hair; 

Thoſe ſhining locks, no longer dear, 

She wildly ſcatters o'er the bier; ; 

And careleſs gives the frequent wound 

That bathes in precious blood-the ground, 
5 


160 THE MO RAIL. 


--% 


When along the weſtern ſky 
_ Day's reflected colours die, 


And twilight rules the doubtful "WF, 
Ere flow-pac'd night reſumes her power 
| Mark the cloud that lingers ſtill 
Darkly, on the hanging hill ! 
There the diſembodied mind 
Hears, upon the hollow wind, 

In unequal calencs thrown, 
Sorrow's oft repeated moan n 
Still ſome human paſſions ſway 
The ſpirit late immers'd in clay; 
Still the faithful ſigh is dear, 

Still belov'd the fruitleſs tear 


T MiO RAT 


Five waining moons, with wand'ring light 
Have paſt the ſhadowy bound of night,, ; 
And mingled their departing ray 
With the ſoft fires of early day; 

Let the laſt ſad-rite be paid 

Grateful to the conſcious ſhade: 

Let the prieſt, with pious care, 

Now the waſted relics bear. 
Where the Morai's aweful gloom 
Shrouds the 3 tomb z. 

Let the plantain lift its head, 
Cheriſh'd emblem of the dead; 

Slow and ſolemn, o'er the grave 

Let the twiſted plumage. wave, 
Symbol hallow'd and divine, 

Of. che god who guards the ſhrine.— 


B 6 


| 


Hark? 


1 THE MOR AI. 


Hark I — that ſhriek of ſtrange deſpair 
Never ſhall diſturb the air, So 
| Never, never ſhall it rife | 

But for Nature's broken ties 

Bright creſcent! that with lucid imile 
'Gil#'ſt the Morai's lofty pile, 

Whoſe broad lines of ſhadow throw 

A gloomy hehvnr r below ; 
Witneſs, O — 

Al the rites are duly done; 

Be the faithful tribute o'er, / 

The hov'ring Spirit aſks no more 
Mortals, ceaſe the pile to tread, R 

| Leave to ſilence, leave the dead. 


4 
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THE MORAT uy 


But where my the whis loves to k e mer 
Mid ſhadows of ferent gloom, 
And courts the ſadneſs of the tomb, © | 
Where may ſhe ſeek that proud Morai © 
Where fell the Friend of human race? | 
Ye lonely iſles | on ocean's bound. | 
Ye bloom'd thro? time's long flight unknown, - 
Till Cook the untrack'd billow paſt,  - + 
Till be along the ſurges caſt 
Philanthropy's connecting zone, F 
And ſpread her lovelieft — 
Not like that mur@rous band he came 
Who ſtain'd with blood the 'new-found Weſtz- 
Nor as, with unrelenting breaſt, * - | 


From 


* THE MORAL 


From Britain's free, enlighten'd land, e 
Her ſons now ſeek Angola's ſtrand 1 
Each tie moſt ſacred to unbind,, f 5 
To load with chains a brother's frame, 
And plunge a dagger in the mind; 
Mock the ſharp anguiſh bleeding there. 
Of nature in her laſt deſpair l 
Great Cook l Ambition's Iofty flame, 
So oft directed to deſtroy, 
Led Thee to circ!e with thy name, WP 
The ſmile. of love, and hope, and joy 
Thoſe fires that lend the dang'rous blaze: 


The devious comet trails afar,, | 
Might form the pure,. benignant rays. _ 5 7 
That gild the morning's gentle ſtar.— I 


Sure, 


THE MO RAI. 


Sure, where the Hero's aſhes reſt; 
The nations late emerg'd from night 


Still haſte—with love's unwearied care: 


That ſpot in laviſh flowers is dreſt; 
And fancy's dear, inventive rite 


Still paid with fond obſervance there . 


Ah no)—around his fatal grave 
No laviſh flowers were ever ſtrew'd, 
No votive gifts were ever laid. 
His blood a ſavage ſhore bede wd 
His mangled limbs, one haſty prayer 
One pious tear by friendſhip paid, 
Were caſt upon the raging wave! 
Deep in the wild abyſs he lies, 
Far from the cheriſh'd ſcene of home ; | 


- 'F 4 


» 


16 - THE MORAT. 
Far, far from Her whoſe faithful ſighs 
A huſband's trackleſs courſe purſue ; 
Whole tender fancy loves to roam 
With Him o'er lands and oceans new; 
And gilds with Hope's deluding form 
The gloomy pathway of the ſtorm, 
Yet, Cook! immortal wreaths are thine | 
While Albion's grateful toil ſhall raiſe 


| The marble tomb, the trophied buſt, © 


For ages faithful to its truſt ; 
While, eager to record thy praiſe, 


: 4 
She bids the Muſe of Hiſtory tine 


The chaplet of undying fame, 
And tell each poliſh'd land thy worth; 


The ruder natives of the earth 

Shall oft repeat thy honour'd — 
While infants catch the frequent ſound 

' And learn to lifp the ord tide; 

Whoſe fond remembrance ſhall prevail 
Tin time has reach'd his deſtin d bound, 
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AMERICAN TALE, 
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AN 


AMERICAN TALE, 


” 7 1 
P — n 
. 


een 
« If pity &er ye knew ;— 
4 Arraged/father's wud co ew) 1 
« Thro' ſcenes of death I flew. - 24 


« Per. 


22 AN AMERICAN TALE. 


&« Perhaps my haſt' ning ſteps are vain, 
« Perhaps the warrior dies. 
« Vet let me ſooth each parting pain 


«Yet lead me where he lies. 


Thus to the lif ning band ſhe calls, 
Nor fruitleſs her deſire, 


They lead her, panting, to the walls 


That hold her captive fire. 


&« And is a daughter come to bleſs 
« Theſe aged eyes once more? 

« Thy father's pains will now be leſs 
His pains will now be o'er!” 


AN AMERICAN TALE, 23 


„ My father! by this waining lamp . 
« Thy form I faintly trace | 

« Yet ſure thy brow is cold, and damp, © 

„ Ando ty bem Vidal 


In vain thy wretched chiſl is come, 
She comes too late to ſave ! | 
6 And only now can ſhare thy doom, 
„And ſhare thy peaceful grave!“ 
hi is nt als 
The falling ſhadows bend, 
Upon the boſom of the ſtreams, 
So ſoft her tears deſcend, 


„ AN AMERICAN: DALE, 


< Thoſe tears a-father-ill can hem, . 
« He lives, en child fr hee! 

1 A gentle youth, wich püyiag care, 1 2d 
Has lent his aid to me. | 


Ce 


« Maintains its hoſtile cauſe, 
ce And fierce-againſt: Brita -1!s band 
His erring ford he draws; . 


Vet feels the captive diane 
For his r 
——— 

“In love of humankind, -/ 


Fa 4 } 
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AN AMERICAN'TALE. 25 


vet know, my child, à dearer tie 
. Has link'd his tieart to mine; 
« He mourns with Friendſhip's holy ſigh, 
« The youth belov'd of thine! 
« But hark | his welcome feet are near = 
« Thy riſing grief fappreſs=—=" 
« By darkneſs veiPd, be haſtens here 
“ To comfort, and to'bleſs,” 


— 


« Stranger |. for that dear father's ſake,” 
She cry'd, in accents mild, 

Who lives by thy kind pity; take 

« The bleſſings of his child 1 in: 4 


2% AN AMERICAN TALE. 


58 


— 


4“ Oh, if in heaven, my Edward's breaſt 


This deed of mercy knew, 
« That gives my tortur'd boſom reſt, 


C He ſure would bleſs thee too! 


On tell me where my lover fell q 
« The fatal ſcene recall, 


, dear accents, ſtranger, tell, 
« Oh haſte and tell me all 


« Say, if he gave to love the ſigh, 
e That ſet his ſpirit free; 


| & Say, did he raiſe his cloſing eye, 


« As if it ſought for me.” 


AN AMERICAN TALE. 27 


8 Aſk not,” her father cry'd, & to know 
« What known were added ola; 
&« Nor think, my child, the tale of woe 
Thy ſoftneſs can ſuſtain,” —- 


« Tho' every joy with Edward fled, 
« When Edward's friend is near, 

« It ſooths my breaking heart,” ſhe ſaid, 
« To tell thoſe joys were dear. 


4 The weſtern ocean roll'd in vain 
« Tts parting waves between, 
« My Edward brav'd the dang'rous main, 


And bleſs'd our native ſcenes 


C2 


28 AN AMERICAN TALF. 


Holt Iſis heard his artleſs tale, 
« Ah, ſtream for ever dear! 
« Whoſe waters, as they paſs d the vale, 


* Receiv'd a lover's tear. 


10 How could a heart, that virtue lov'd, 
* (And ſure that heart is mine) 
ec Lamented youth] behold unmov'd, 


dhe virtues that were thine? 
|| | 
1 


Chum, as the ſurface of the lake, 

81 When all the winds are flill 

Mild, as the beams of morning break, 
« When firſt they light the hill; 


a4 
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AN AMERICAN TALE. 29 


| o calm was his unruffled ſoul, 
| « Where no rude paſſion ſtrove z 
« So mild his ſoothing accents ſtole, - 


« Upon the ear of love, 
« Where are the dear illuſions fled 
Wich ſooth'd my former hours ? 
« Where is the path that fancy ſpread, 
 & Ah, vainly ſpread with flowers ? 


I heard the battle's fearful ſounds, 
„ They ſeem'd my lover's hdl 
« I beard, that pierc'd with ghaſtly wounds, { | 
« My vent'rus lover fell. : 


_ C3 My 


30 AN AMERICAN TAL. 


„ My ſorrows ſhall with life endure, 
For he I lov'd is gone; | 
« But ſomething tells my heart, that ſure. 


„My life will not be long.. 


« My panting ſoul can bear no more, 
* The youth, impatient cried, | 
Ti Edward bids thy griefs be oer, 


— 
= 
* 
— — — 


rr 


- — 


_ 
— 
— — 


3 My love] my deſtin'd bride! - 2 


— 
2 WU _ 

— — 
— —— 


— 
* 


The life which Heav'n preſerv'd, how bleſt, 
„ How fondly priz'd by me, 


« Since dear to my Amelia's breaſt, 


« Since valued ſtill by thee ! 


* 


AN AMERICAN TAL E. 


My father ſaw my conſtant pain, 
When thee J left behind, 
« Nor longer will his power reſtrain 
21 The ties my ſoul would bind. 
« And ſoon thy honor'd fire ſhall ceaſe 


« The captive's lot to bear, 


4 And we, my love, will ſoothe to peace 


« His griefs, with filial care. 


« Then come for ever to my ſoul | 

« Amelia 5 prove! . 
Ho calm our bliſsful years will roll, 
« Along a life of love! 
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Dr. M O OR E. 


A viEw OF SOCIETY AND MANNERS IN 
FRANCE, SWITZERLAND, AND GERMANY. 
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OY Tin Ae begs ad cf d 
17 IJ To the pale victim of diſeaſe, 
Or in the ſocial crowd you fit, mags aL 
And charm the group with ſenſe and wit,” © 
Moozz's partial ear will not diſdain N 11 
Attention to my artleſs ſtrain- woe Be Se 


„ I mean 


36 AN EPISTLE TO 


I mean no giddy heights to climb, 
And vainly toil to be ſublime; 


| While every line with labour wrought, - 


EC . 


- - 
— ITY ——— — — 


| Is fwell'd with tropes for want of thought: 
Nor ſhall I call the Muſe to ſhed 
Caſtalian drops upon my head; 
Or ſend me from "EW Jus bowers 


A chaplet wove of fancy's flowers.. 


At preſent all ſuch aid 1 flight 
My heart inſtructs me how to write. ” 


That ſofter glide my hours along: 

That fill my grigfs are foth'd. by ſongs. 
That Hill my careleſs hum berg ls 
To year Here R Jowe x. | 

. 5 Yau 


DR. MOORE. 32 
You, who when ſickneſs o'er me hung, | 
And languor had my lyre unſtrung, 9/1550 l | 
wi treaſures of the healing .. 
With friendſhip's ardor at your heart, 

| From fickneſs ſnatch d her early prey, | 

And bade fair Health the goddeſs gay, 

With ſprightly air, and winning grace, 

With laughing eye, and roſy face, | 

Accuſtom'd when RJ to hear, 

On her light pinion haſten near,, 

And fwift reſtore, with influence kind,, 

My weaken'd frame, my drooping mind. 


- 


With like benignity, and aal, 
The mental malady to heal, © 


— 


— 


3% AN EPISTLE TO 


To ſtop the fruitleſs, hopeleſs "way 
The life you lengthen'd, render dear, 
3 charm by fancy's powerful vein, 
© The written troubles of the brain,” ' 
From gayer cance, compaſſion led 

Your frequent footſteps to my med: 
And knowing that the Muſes” art 
Has power to eaſe an aching heart, 25 


You ſooth'd that heart with partial praiſe, 
And I, before too fond of lays, 

| While others pant for ſolid gain, 

| Graſp at a laurel ſprig—in Vain— 


* 


You could not chill with frown ſevere 
The madngh to my foul ſo 6 ; 
For when Apollo came to ſtore 
Your mind with falutary lore, | 
| | The 


'D R. MOORE. 
The god, I ween, was pleas'd to dart 
A ray from Pindus on your heart; 
Your willing boſom caught the fire, 
And ſtill is partial to the lyre. 


\ 


But now from you at diſtance plac'd, 
| Where Epping ſpreads a woody waſte ; 


Tho? unreſtrain'd my fancy flies, 
And views in air her fabrics riſe, 
And paints with brighter bloom the flowers, 
Bids Dryads people W the bowers, 

And Echoes ſpeak from every hill, 

And Naiads pour each little rill, 

And bands of Sylpks with pride unfold 
Their azure plumay mix'd with gold, : 


4 AN EPISTLE TO 


My heart remembers with a ſigh 95 
5 The magie ſcenes no more engage, 


© Where with delight I traverſe o'er 


With heart to feel, with powers to taſte 1 


That you are now ho longer nigl. 6 216 


I quit them for your various page 


The foreign paths you trod before: 
Ah not in vain thoſe paths you trac'd, | 


Amid the ever-Jocund train 
Who ſport upon the banks of Seine, 

In your light Frenchman bless d I ſee 
His nation's gay epitorne z 

Whoſe careleſs hours glide ſmooth along,. 


Who charms MISFORTUNE with a ſong. 


She 


DR. MOORE. 
She comes not as on Albion's plain, 
Wich death, and madneſs in her train; 
For here, her keeneſt ſharpeſt dart 
May raze, but cannot pierce the heart. 


Vet he whboſe ſpirit light as air, 


Calls life a jeſt, and laughs at care, 
Feels the ſtrong farce of pity's voice, 
And bids afflicted love.rejoice ; 

Love, ſuch as fills the poet's page, 
Love, ſuch as form'd the golden age 
FANCHON, thy grateful look I ſee 

I ſhare thy joys—I weep with thee 
What eye has read without a tear 

A tale to nature's heart ſo dear! x 
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42 AN EPISTLE TO 


There, dreſs'd in each ſublimer grace, 
Geneva's happy ſcene I trace; 
Her lake, from whoſe broad boſom thrown - - 


— 


Ruſhes the loud impetuous Rhone, 


And bears his waves with mazy ſweep 
In rapid torrents to the deep— | 3... 
Oh for a\Muſe leſs weak of wing, 
/High on yon Alpine Keeps to ſpring, | 
And tell in verſe what they diſcloſe 
As well as you have told in proſe | 
How wrapt in ſnows and icy ſnower rn. 


Eternal winter horrid lowers - 


Upon the mountain's awful brow, Th 
While purple ſummer blooms below; 


— 


How icy ſtructures rear their form, 
Pale products of ten thouſand ſtorms 3 | 
| Where 
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DR MOORE. 
Where the full ſun-beam powerleſs falls, 
On cryſtal FIR columns, walls, 2255 
Vet paints the proud fantaſtic height 
Wich all the various hues of light. 

Why is no poet call d to bit 

In ſuch a fayour'd ſpot of earth? 
How high his vent'rous Muſe might riſe, 
And proudly ſcorn to aſk hepplies | 
From the Parnaſfian hill | the fre 


Of verſe, Mont Blanc might well inſpire. | 


O SWITZERLAND | how oft theſe eyes 
Deſire to view thy mountains riſe; * 
How fancy loves thy ſteeps to climb, 

So wild, ſo ſolemn, ſo ſublime ; _ 

And o'er thy happy vales to roam, 
Where freedom rears her humble home. 
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„ AN EPISTLE TO 
Ab, how unlike esch focial grave” | 
Which binds in love thy many. race, 

The HoLLawDeRs phlegmatic eaſe, 
Too cold to love, too dull eo pleaſe; | 
Nor ſympathetic joy beſtow ; | 
Bat fancy words are only made 

To ſerve the purpoſes of ade, 
| And, when they neither buy nor fall 


(Now in hs haype ight i en 
Vourains, when evening chas'd his ſpleen, | 


And plac'd at ſupper with his friends, - 
The playful flaſh of wit deſcends—. - 


DN MOORE. 
Of names renown'd you clearly ſhew | 
The finer tits we wiſh to know— 

To Pruffa's martial clime I ſtray 


And fee how FREDERIC ſpends the day 4 ; | 


Behoid him riſe at dawning light | 
To form his troops for future fight; 
Thro? the firm ranks his glances pierce, 
Where diſcipline, with aſpect fierce, . 
And unrelenting breaſt, is ſeen 
Degrading man to a machine; 7 
My female heart delights to turn 
Where GREATNEss ſeems not quite 0 few: 
Mild on nr IMPERIAL BROW ſhe glows, 
And lives to ſoften buman woes. 


4 AN EPISTLE TO 


But lo! on ocean 's ſtormy breaſt 

I ſee majeſtic Vivien reſt; + 
While round her ſpires the billows rave,- 
" Inverted ſplendours gild the wave. 
Fair liberty has rear'd, with toil, 
Her fabric on this marſhy ſoil. 

She fled thoſe banks with ſcornful pride, 
Where claſſic Po devolves her tide : 

. vt "A her unrelenting laws 

Are deafto nature's, freedom's cauſe. 
Unjuft ! they ſeal'd F o8CARI's doom, 


An exile in his early bloom. 
And he, who bore the rack unmev'd, | ” 
Divided far from thoſe he Jov'd; 555 B 
From all the ſocial hour can give, e T 
| From all that make it bliſs to live, | N 


Theſe 


DR. MOOR E. 


Theſe *. of ills refus d to bear, 
And died, the victim of deſpair.” 


An eye of wonder let me raiſe, 
While on imperial Rome I gaze. 
But oh! no more in glory bright 


She fills with awe th' aftoniſh'd ſight : 


Her mould”ring fanes in ruin trac'd, 
Lie ſcatter'd on Campania's waſte, 
Nor only theſe—alas ! we find 


The wreck involves the human mind : 


The lords of earth now drag a chain 
Beneath a pontiff 's feeble reign ; 
The foil that gave a Cato birth 

No longer yields heroic worth, | 


„ 
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4 AN EPISTLE TO 
| Whoſe image lives hut on we buſt, 
Or i the medal's ruſt: 
C | | Vet if no heart of modern frame 
; Glows with the antient hero's flame, 
| ; The dire Arene's horrid tage 

Is baniſh'd from this milder age ; 
1 Thoſe avage virtues too are fled: 
Wl A which the buman feelings: bled. 


| While now.at Virgit's tomb you bend, | 

14 | O let me on your ſteps attend ! | 

Il Kneel on the turf that bloſſoms round, = F 

| And kiſs, with lips devoat; the ground. 1 

I feel how oft his magie powers / 

7 Shed pleaſure on my lonely hours. „ Wu 
6 | 


bp * 


Tho hid from me the claſſic nb 
In which bis heav'nly rain was ſung, 
In Drydew's,turieful lines; F pierce ' 
The ſhaded beauties of his verſe. 


EH 

pright heh gjfſpgronny th ies | 

Fair FLopancy, on thy, purple vines ! 
And ever pure the fanning gale | 


That pants in Amoꝰs myrile vale! 


Here, when the barb' rous northern race, 

Dire foes to every Muſe and Grace, 

Had doom'd-the baniſh/d Arts eo rom, 

The lovely wand'rers found a home; 

And ſhed round Let's triple. crown | 

Unfading rays of bright renown. | 
w__ D 


3% AN EPISTUE TO 


Who e' er has ſelt his hoſom glow- 

' With knowledge, '6r'thewiſh to kao 

Has &er from books with trumſport eaught | 

The rich acceſſiom of a thought ; 
| Perceiv'd with conſcious pride, he feels 

The ſentiment which taſte reveals ; 

Let H 50 
| Thy vale, enchanting PLonzene n I Ble — 
o had the Artz behignattHght 
„ revivꝰd rm Gothic night, 

Earth had een one vaſt ſeene-of Reiſe, 

Or one drear void bad faildeii' Ie; 
| Loft bad been all the ſage has taught, 

The painter's Ieteh, the poetꝰ's thought, \ 
- The force of ſeriſe,'the (harm of wit; | 

Nor ever had your page been writ ; * Y 


DR. MOORE Ir 


And dreſſes truth in faneys files : 

For not with bog gen yo profe 1-1 | 

Each foreign ſoil, a-thankleſs gueſb! ++ + L 
While travellers who ant the fill 

| To mark che Diaganafgaat and lipirr 

With vacant aye Gheo' Euroge' rainge fy Sel 
And deem all bal, habduſeittio-fleange 3.) 

Thro' varying modes of life, you trace 8 

The finer trait, the latent grace, 

And where thro? every vain diſguiſe * 

You view the human follies riſe, 

The firoks bf iy you a 

With force to mend, not wound the heart. 

While intellectual objects ſhare 

Vour mind's extenſive view, you bear, 
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32 _ AN!EPISTULE; Ke. 


Quite free from ſpleen's ineumbꝰ ring load, : 
The little evils on the road. 


So, while the path of life I tread;” ,. 


A path to me with briers ſpread ; 
Let me its tangled mazes ſpy; jy: 5 
Like you, with gay, good-humour'd eye; 1 


Nor at thoſe thoxny tradts repine,; 


The treaſure of your friendſhip, mine. 
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| Whoſe notes to heav'n the liſt'ning ſoul can raiſe, 
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TO 


Mat, BATES. 


Oh thou, whoſe melody the heart obs, 
Thou, who canſt all its ſubje& paſſions move, 


Can thrill with pity, or can melt with love! ' re) 
Happy! whom nature lent this native charm ; 
Whoſe melting tones can ſhed with magic power, | 


A ſweeter pleaſure o'er the ſocial hour, 
Win an 
D 3 But 


/ 
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But yet more happy! that thy life as clear 
From diſcord, as thy perfect cadence flows ; 
That, tun'd to ſympathy, thy faithful tear 
- (57h In mild accordance falls for others woes ; 
That all the tender, pure affections bind, 

| In chains of harmony, thy willing mind 


U 


$SONNET, 


W =” 
- 
- _— 
- 
. 
P 0 4 


: : m3 47004 | | 
5 0©- NN ET 


On reading the Pot upon the | 
MOUNT ATN. D418 


BY un. BURNG 


HILE cn the © Garden's flaunting 
« flowers” decay, 

er ee ae 

The « Mountain Daiſy,” cheriſh'd by the ray 

A Poet drew from heav?n, ſhall never die, 
Ds Ah! 


£) 


„„ 
Ah! like that lonely flower the Poet roſe ! 
Mid Penury's bare ſoil, and bitter gale; 
| He felt each ſtorm that on the mountain blows, 
Nor ever knew the ſhelter of the oak 8 
By Genius in her native vigor nurſt, _ 
On Nature with impaſſion'd look he gaz'd, 
| Then theo' the cloud of adverſe fortune burſt - | 
| Indignant, and in light unborrow'd blaz'd. | 
- $cor1a! from rude aMiQion ſhield thy Bard; 
His heav'n-taught numbers Fame herſelf will guard. 
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XPRESSION, child of foul! I fondly trace 
Thy ſtrong enchantments, when the poet's hs 
The es pencil catch thy ſacred fire, 
And beauty wakes for thee her caching grace, 
But from this frighted ace thy form avert 
When horrors check thy tear, thy ſtruggling 10 
When frenzy rolls in thy impaſſion'd eye, 
Or guilt ſits heavy on thy lab'ring heart,— 
| 5 Nor 


Ty 


Nee. 
Nor ever let my ſhud#ring fancy her 
he wetting bed or view Gd. F den 

Ok him · the Muſes los / a- ichen kope ſoriook 

His ſpirit, vainly to the Muſes der! 
For, charm'd with heav'nly ſong, this bleeding breaſt, 
Mourns the bleſt power of verſe could give deſpair | 
1 | yoreſt, | 
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N $n/bility's lov'd praiſe 

I tune my trembling reed; "M0 

And ſeek to deck her lis with bays, 
On which my heart mult bleed ! = 


No cold exempeidl' font ber pin 
Lever wiſh'd to know; © 
Cheer'd with her tratiſport, I ſuſtain 55 6 
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62 TO SENSIBILITY. 


Above whate'er content can give, 
Above the charm of eaſe, 

| The reſtleſs hopes and fears, that live 

With her, have power to pleaſe. 


Where, but for her, were Friendſhip's power 
To heal the wounded heart, 
To ſhorten ſorrow's ling'ring hour, | 


And bid its gloom depart? 

'Tis the that lights the melting eye. fag \ 
With looks to anguiſh dear; 5 : 

She knows the price of ev'ry iich, u 


The value of a ter. re 


0 82U8181 TV & 


She prompts the tender marks ef love, x 

Which words can ſcatt6-exprtls ; 

The heart alone thelt fotte Uh prove, 
And feel how much tity bien. 


Of every finer bl the Püree! 
'Tis ſhe on love beſtows 

The ſofter grace, the bountile force 
Confiding paſſion knows ; 


When to another, de ad bret 
Fach thought for tver tives; 
When on another, Ned ber reſt, 
And in another lives! 


64 TO SENSIBILITY. 


Quick, as the trembling metal fies, 
When heat or cold impels, 

Her anxious heart to joy can riſe, 
Or fink where anguiſh dyells ! 


Yet tho her ſoul muſt griefs ſuſtain 
Which ſhe alone can know | 

And feel that keener ſenſe of pain 

© Which ſharpens every woe 


grief to cn, 
Still ſhares each pang they feel, 


And, like the tree diſtilling balm, 
Bleeds, others wounds to heal ; 


TO SENSIBILITY. 6" 


While ſhe, whoſe boſom fondly true, 
Has never wiſh'd to range z ' 

One alter'd look will trembling view, N 
And ſcarce can bear the change; 


Tho' ſhe, if death the bands ſhould tear, 

She vainly thought ſecure; 1 we. Aa 
Toro life muſt languiſh in dein. 
That der haben d bbs 3 td 


Tho! wounded by ſome vulgar mind, 
Unconſcious of the deed, ' © 

Who never ſeeks thoſe wounds to bind, | 
But wonders why they bleed 


hile 
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66 TO SENSIBILITY. 
She oft will heave a ſecret ſigh, 
Will ſhed a lonely tear, 
O'er feelings nature wrought-ſo high, 
And gave on terms ſo· dear. 
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Yet who would hard InD1#F8RBNCE choaſe,. 
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| Who, for her apathy, would loſs 
The facred power to weep? - 
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Tho' in « thoulagd ebjedds, eis 
And pleaſure tremble nighs | 
| Thoſe objects ſtrive to teach, in vain; 
7 circle of her eyd. | 
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Whoſe breaſt no tears cam te 


TO SENSIBILITY. 67>. 


Cold, as the fabled god appears Y 
To the poor ſuppliant's grief, 
Who bathes the marble-form-in tears, 

And vainly hopes relief. 


Ah Greville / why the gifts refuſe 
| To fouls like thine allied? © 


No more thy nature ſeem to loſe 


No more invoke the playful ſprite 
To chill, with magic ſpell, 

The tender feelings of delight, 
And anguiſh ſung fo well; 


ld, 
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68' TO SENSIBILITV. 


That envied eaſe thy heart would prove 

© Were ſure tos dearly bought te 

With friendſhip, ſympathy; and love, 
And every finer thought. 


5 | 
o riches from his ſanty k Ce. 


My lover. could impart ; 


He gave a boon I valued more — 
He gave me all his heart! en $77 
u. 
His foul fincere, his gen'rous worth, 
Might well this boſom move 3 2 
And when Lad for bif on ct, $i; ag 
82 I only meant his love N 1 % 
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. 
But now for me, in ſearch of gain, 
| Frau ſhore to ſhore he flies: 
Why ROT * to obtain, 
When love is all I prize? 
IE 1s 
The frugal meal, the lowly cot, 
If bleſt, my love, with thee! 
That ſimple fare, that humble let, 
Were more than wealth go e.. 
While he che. ga raus gan raves, | 
My tears d int: ;. +. 
. Iv pity in the ie, ways. 
To which I pour my woe? Ds 
k 2 I 
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* 
S wand'ring late on Albion's ſhore, 
That chains the rude tempeſtuous deep, 
| heard the hollow ſurges roat, | 
And vainly beat her guardian ſteep ; | 
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I heard the riſing found of wos 
Loud on the florm's wild pinion flow 3 7 
And till they vibrate on the mournful Iyre, 


That tunes to grief i its ſympathetic wire. 


fl II. 
> rom ſhores the wide Atlantic laves, 
The ſpirit of the ocean beams 
In moans, along his weſtern waves, 
Afflicted nature's hopeleſs cares: 
Enchantiog ſcenes of young delight, | 
| How chang'd fince firſt ye roſe to fight ; 


Since firſt ye roſe in infant glories dreſt 
Freſh from the wave, and rear'd your ample breaſt. 


. | III. Her 


eaſt, 
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III. | 
4 Her creſted ſerpents, Diſcord throws 
| Oeer ſcenes which Love with roſes grac'd; 
The flow'ry chain his bands compole, | 
She wildly ſcatters o'er the waſte : 
Her glance his playful ſmile deforms, 
Her.frantic voice awakes the ſtorms, . 


| From land to land, her torches ſpread their fires, 


While Love's pure flame in ſtreams of blood expires. 


IV, 

Now burns the ſavage ſoul of War, 
| While terror flaſhes from his eyes, 
Lo! waving o'er his fiery car 
Aloft his bloody banner flies : 


E 3 
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Tbe battle n awful ſound 
He thunders o'er the echoing ground, 
| He graſps his reeking blade, while ſtreams of blood 
Tioge the vaſt plain, and ſwell the purple food. 


V. 1 


But ſofter ſounds of ſorrow flow ?: 
On drooping wing the murm' ring gales N 
Have borne the deep complaints of woe 
That roſe along the lonely vales ——= 
| Thoſe breezes waft the orphan's cries, 
They tremble to parental ſighs, | 
And drink a tear for keener anguiſh ſhed, 


The tear of faithful love when hope is fled. 


VI. The 


oN THE PEACE. / 


VI. 
The object of her anxious fear 
Lies pale on earth, expiring, cold, 
Ere, wing'd by happy love, one year 
Too rapid in its courſe, has roll'd : 
In vain the dying hand ſhe graſps, 
Hangs on the quiv'ring lip, and claſps 
The fainting form, that lowly ſinks in death, 
To each the parting glance, the feeding breath. 


— 


| VII. 
Pale as the livid corſe ber cheek, 
Her treſſes torn, her glances wild 
How fearful was her frantic ſhriek ! 
| She wept—and then in horrors ſmil'd : 
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| 80 AN ODE 
1 She genes now with wild affright, 


2 2 


Lo! bleeding phantoms ruſh in ſight— 
Hark ! on yon mangled form the mourner calls, 
| Then on the earth a ſenſeleſs weight ſhe falls. 
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VIII. 


And ſee | o'er gentle Andre's tomb, 
The vietim of his own deſpair, - 9 
Who fell in life's exulting bloom, 
Nor deem'd that life deſerv'd a care; 
O'er the cold earth his relieks preſt, 
Lo! Britain's drooping legions reſt; 
F or him the ſwords they ſternly graſp, appear 
Dim with a ſigh, and ſullied with a tear. 


IX, While 
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IX. 
While Seward ſweeps her plaintive firings, - | 
While penſive round his ſable ſhrine, 
A radiant zone ſhe graceful flings, 
Where full emblaz'd his virtues ſhine ; 
The mournful Loves that tremble nigh | 
Ae ivr wand leds feb; 
The mournful Loves ſhall drink the tears that flow 
From Pity's hov'ring ſoul, diſſolv'd in woe. 


X. 
And hark, in Albion's flow'ry vale 
A parent's deep compleine I hear ! 
A ſiſter calls the weſtern * 
To vaſt her ſoul-expreſlive tear ; 
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'Tis Aſgill claims that piercing ſigh, 
| That drop which dims the beauteous eye, 
» While on the rack of Doubt Affection proves 


How ſtrong the force which binds the ties ſhe loves, 


7 
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3 XI. 
How oft in every dawning grace, 
That bloſſom'd in his early hours, 


Her foul ſome comfort lov'd to trace, 


And deck'd futurity in flowers 
But lo! in F ancy's troubled ſight | 


The dear illuſions ſink in night 3 
She views the murder d form the quiv'ring breath, 


The riſing virtues chill'd in ſhades of death. 


* 


8 XII. Ceaſe, 


ON THE PEACE. 
3. ee | 
Ceaſe, ceaſe ye throbs of hopeleſs woe 3 
He lives the future hours to bleſs, 
He lives, the pureſt joy to know, | 
Parental tranſports' fond exceſs,; - 
His ſight a father's eye ſhall cheer, | 
A ſiſter's drooping charms endear:— 
' The private pang was Albion's gen'rous care, 
For him ſhe breath'd a warm accepted prayer. 


XIII. 
And lo! a radiant ſtream of light, 
| Deſcendivg, güde the werky clowd, 
by Where Deſolation's gloomy night 
x Retiring, folds her fable ſhroud gun 


5 
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% AN ODE 


| Te aſhes o'er the brighCking deep, 

| It ſoftens Britain's frowning ſteep— 

| "Tis mild benignant Peace, enchanting form! 

| That gilds the black abyſs, that lulls the Hr. 


XIV. 

$o thto the dark, impending ſky, 

Where lou and ſullen vapours rol d, 

Their curling wreaths diſſolving fly 

As the faint hues of light unfold— 

The air with ſpreading azure ſtreams, . 

The ſun now darts his orient beams $75 
And now the mountains glow—the woods are 
* nature hails the ſeaſon of delight. 
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Pure fi! cull wh oowy havds.; 
The buds that drink the morning ſhowers, - 
And bind the realms in flow'ry bands : 
Thy ſmiles the angry paſſions chaſe, 

Thy glance is pleafute's native grace; 
Around thy form. th? exulting virtues more, 
And thy faft call awakes the firain of love. *. 


6 | 


. 11 
Bl, all ye powers! the patriot name * 
That courts, fair Peace, thy gentle ſtay ; | 
Ah! gild with glory's light his fame, 
And glad his life with pleafure's ray ! 
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While, like th' affrighted dove, thy form 
Still ſhrinks, and fears ſome latent ſtorm, +a] 

His cares ſhall ſooth thy panting ſoul to reſt, 
And ſpread thy vernal couch on Albion's breaſt. 


XVII. 


Ye, who have mourn'd the parting hour, 
Which love in darker horrors drew, 


Ye, who have vainly tried to pour 
With falt'ring voice ths laſt adieu 
Wuch the pale cheek, the burſting ſigh, 
The foul that hoy'ring in the eye, 
Expreſs d the pains it felt, the pains it fear'd— 
Ah ! paint the youth's comms, by grief endear'd, | 
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Von hoary form, with aſpect mile ag th 
Deſerted kneels, by anguiſh bret, 
And feeks from Heav'n bis long-Loſt child, © © 
To ſmooth the path that leads to reſt.— 
He comes !—to cloſe the ſinking eye, 
To catch the faint, expiring ſigh ; 
A moment's tranſport ftays the fleeting breath, - 
And fooths the thill on the paliFvergs Uh delt 


7 


. XIX. 
No more the ſanguine wreath ſhall twine 
On the loſt hero's early tomb; 
But hung around thy ſimple ſhrine, | 
Fair Peace ! ſhall milder glories bloom. 


* 


n donn 


Lo! Commerce lifts ber;drooping head 
Triumphal, Thames] from thy deep bed; 
And bears to Albion, on her Gil ſublime, | 
The riches Nature gives each happier clime. af) 


1 


: She fearleſs prints the polar ſnows, l . | 
Mid? horrors that reject the day; 
Along the burning line ſhe glows, 
Nor ſhrinks beneath the torrid ray: 
She opens India's glitt ring mine, 
Where ſtreams of light reflected ſnine; 
Waſts the bright gems to Britain's temp'rate vale, 
And breathes her odours on the northern gale. 


XXI. While 
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While from the far-divided ſhore 
Where Liberty unconquer'd roves, 
Her ardent glance ſhall oft explore 
The parent iſle her ſpirit loves; 
Shall ſpread upon the weſtern main 
Harmonious Concord's golden chain, 
While gern on Gallia's ever hoſtile drang 


From Albion's cliff ſhe pours her daring band. 


, ” | 
XXII. 
Yet hide the ſabre's hideous glare, 
Whole edge is bath · d in ſtreams of blood, 
The lance that quivers high in air, 
And falling drinks a purple flood ; 


bg 


For, 


„ 
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| For, Britaen ! fear ſhall ſeize thy foes, 
While freedom in thy ſenate glows, 
While peace ſhall ſmile upon thy cultur'd plain, 
With grace and beauty her attendant train, 


— 


XXII, 
Enchanting viſions ſooth my ſight — 
The finer arts no more oppreſs d, 
1 of pure delight! 
On her ſoft boſom love to reſt. 
While each diſcordant ſound expires, 
Strike, Harmony] ſtrike all thy wires; | 
The fine vibrations of the ſpirit move, 
And touch the ſprings of rapture and of love, 


XXIV. Bright 


Rzy 
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| XXIV. | 
Bright Painting's living forms ſhall riſe ; 
And wrapt in Ugolino's woe “, 
Shall Reynolds wake unbidden fighs 
And Romney's graceful pencil flow, 

That Nature's look beg pourtrays , 

When to her infant Shakfpeare's gaze | 
The partial nymph * unveil'd her awful face,” "; 
And bade his © colours clear” ber features trace: 

| XXV. 
And, Poeſy | thy deepeton'd ſhell 
The heart ſhall ſooth, the ſpirit fire, 
And all the paſſions ſink, or ſwell, 
In true accordance to the Iyre, 


% UGotino's woe” a celebrated picture by Sir loses 
Rryxot bs, taken from DaurzE. 
t © Nature's look benign pourtrays a ſubject Mr. Roux xv 
bus taken from GzAv's Progreſs of Poeſſ. 
ght . £4 > ie | Oh! 
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Oh ! ever wake its heav*nly ſound, 
Oh! call thy lovely viſions round ; F 
| Strew the ſoft path of peace with fancy's flowers, 
With raptures bleſs the ſoul that feels thy powers. 


8 


XXVII. 


While Hayley wakes thy magie ſtring, 
His ſhades ſhall 30 rude found profanc; 
But ſtillneſs on her folded wing, 
" Enamour'd catch his ſoothing ſtrain: 
Tho! genius breathe its pureſt flame 
Around his lyre's etichanting frame 3 


Tho” muſic there in every period roll, 
More warm his friendſhip, and more pure his ſoul. 


* XXVII. Wbile 
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While taſte refines a poliſh'd age, . 
While her own Hurd ſhall bid us trace 


Tbe luſtre of the finiſh'd page 

Where ſymmetry ſneds perfect grace; 
Wich ſober and collected ray | 
To fancy, judgment ſhall diſplay | 
The faultleſs model, where accompliſh'd art 
From nature draws a charm that leads the heart. 


XXVII. 
Th' hiſtoric Muſe illumes the maze 
For ages veil'd ia gloomy night, 
Where empire with meridian bie 
I, Once trod ambition's giddy height : 


„ An ene 


Tho' headlong from the dang'rous ſteep 
Its pageants roll'd with waſteful ſweep, 
Her tablet ſtill records the deeds of fame, 
| And wakes the patriot's and the hero's fame, 


XXIX. 
While meek Philoſophy explores | 
. Creation's vaſt ſtupendous round; 
Sublime her piercing viſion ſoars, 
And burſts the ſyſtem's diſtant bound, 
Lo! mid” the dark · deep void of ſpace 
A ruſhing world ® her eye can trace 


* 


* Alluding to Mr, Herſchel's wonderfu} diſcoveries, and particu- 


lazly to his diſcovery of a new planet called the Georgium rn 
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It moves majeſtic in its ample ſphere, 
Sheds its long light, and rolls its ling'ring year, 


XXX, 


Enlight'ning Peace! for thine the hours 
That wiſdom decks in moral grace, 


And thine invention's fairy powers, 
The charm improv'd of nature's face; 
Propitious come ! in ſilence laid 
Beneath thy dlive's grateful ſhade, 
Pour the mild bliſs that ſooths the tuneful mind, 
cu- And in thy zone the hoſtile ſpirit bind. 


— 


Is 


XXXI. While 


* 
* 
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While chaos mounted on the waſting flame, | 
Shall ſpread eternal ſhade o'er nature's frame. 


While Albion on her parent deep 

Shall reſt, may glory light her ſhore, 
May honour there his vigils keep 

Till time ſhall wing — no more; 
Till angels wrap the ſpheres in fire, 
Till earth and yon fair orbs expire, 


EDWIN 
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LEGENDARY TALE. 


Mark it, C:ſaria, it is old and plain; 

The ſpinſters and the knitters in the fun, 

And the free maids, that weave their thread with bones 
Do uſe to chant it. It is filly, footh, 

And dallies with the innocence of love, 

Like the old . 


SHAKSPEARE's TWELFTH NIGHT. 


- 
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LEGENDARY TALE. 


\ 


HERE the pure Derwent's waters glide 
Along their moſly bed, | 
Cloſe by the river's verdant ſide, 
A caſtle rear d its bead. 


F - | The 
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The ancient pile by time is raz'd, 
Where Gothic trophies frown'd ; 
- Where once the gilded armour blaz'd; 


And banners wav'd around. 


There liv'd a chief, well . to fame, 
A bold advent'rous kni ght; $f 
Renown'd for victory : his name 


In glory's annals bright. 


What time in martial pomp he led 
His gallant, choſen train; ER." 
The foe, who oft had conquer d, fled, 
Indignant fled, the plain. | 


| / 
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Yet milder virtues he poſſeſt, 
And gentler paſſions felt z 

For in his calm and yielding a 
The ſoft affections dwelt, 


No rugged toils the heart could ſteel, | 
By nature form'd to prove 
Whate'er the tender mind can fel, 


In friendſhip, or in love. 


He loſt the partner of his 3 
Who ſooth d each riſing care ; 


And ever charm'd the pains to reſt 
She ever lov'd to ſhare. 


3 b From 


. 
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From ſolitude he hop'd relief, 
And this lone manſion ſought, 
To cheriſh there his faithful grief, 
To nurſe the tendet thought, 3 aft, e 4 


There, to his boſom fondly dear, 
An infant daughter ſmil'd, 

And oft the mourner's falling tear 
Bedew'd his Emma's child, 


5 


Tue tear, as o'er the babe he hung, Ree 4 
Would tremble in his eye; | 

While bleſſings, falt'ring on bis tongue, S 
Were breath'd but in a ſigh. © + 


\ 
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Ws * 
Tho' time could never heal the wound, 


It ſooth'd the hopeleſs pain; 
And in his child he thought he found 
His Emma liv'd again. 


Soft, as the dews of morn ariſes 
And on the pale flower gleam ; 


do ſoft Eltruda's melting eyes 
With love and pity beam. 


As dreſt in charms, the lonely flower 
Smiles'in the ant wha ß 
With beauty gilds the morning hou, 5H 
And foents the evening gale 3 


F 4 


— 


— 
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$0 liv'd in ſolitude, unſeen, 
- This lovely, peerleſs maid ; 


80 grac'd the wild, ſequeſter'd ſcene, 
| And bloſſom' d in the ſhade, 


Yet love could pierce the lone receſs, 
For there he likes to dwell; 


To leave the noiſy crowd, and bleſs 
Wich happineſs the cell. 
To wing bis fure reſifleſs dart, 
Where all its force is knoun; 
And rule the undivided heart 
Deſpotic, and alone, 


Young 
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Young Edwin chars her gentle wo " 
Tho- ſcanty all his ſtore; | 

No hoarded treaſures he poſſeſt, 
Yet he could boaſt of more. 


For he could boaſt the lib'ral heart; 
And honour, ſenſe, and truth, 

Unwarp'd by vanity or art, 95 be 
Adorn'd the gen'rous youth. 

The maxims of a ſervile age, 
The mean, the ſelfiſh care, 

The ſordid views, that now engage 


The mercenary pair; 


” 
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Whom riches can unite, or part, 
To them were ſtill unknown 5 

For then the ſympathetic heart 
Was join'd by love alone. 


They little knew that wealth had power 
To make the conſtant rove ; 
They little knew the weighty dower 


Could add one. bliſs to love. 
Her virtues every charm improv'd, 


Or made thoſe charms more dear ; ta 


<4 * 


For ſurely virtue to be lovꝰd 


Has only to appear. 


Domeſtic 


k 
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Domeſtic bliſs, unvex'd by ftrife, 
Beguil'd the circling hours; 
She, who on every path of life 
Can ſhed perennial flowers. 


Lltruda, o'er the diſtane med, 
Would haſte, at cloſing day, 

And to the bleating mother lead- 
The lamb, that chanc'd to ſtray; | 


For the bruis'd inſet * the waſte , 
A ſigh would heave her breaſt; 

And oft her careful hand replac d 

| The linner's falling neſt. ; 


tie F. 6 
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uo her, ſenſations calm as theſe 
| Could ſueet delight impart 3+ 
| Theſe ſimple pleaſures moſt can pleaſe | 
The uncorrupted heart. | 


Full oft with ane ſhe flies 
- To cheer the roofleſs cot, 
Where the lone widow breathes her ſighs, 
And wails her deſp rate lot. 


| Their weeping mother's trembling knees 
Her liſping infants claſp; 
Their meek, imploring look ſhe ſees, 
She feels their tender graſp, 


4 
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Wild Sada her aching boſom fwell _— © 
They mark the burſting figh, 
(Nature has form'd the ſoul to feel) 

They weep, unknowing why. 


Her hands the lib'ral boon impart, 
And much her tear avails 
To raiſe the mourner's drooping heart, 

Where feeble utterance fails. 


On the ** . where Are the tear 


Of agonizing woe, 
She bids the cheerful blooni appear, 


The tear of rapture flow. 
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Thus on ſoft wing the moments flew, 
(Tho! love implor'd their ſtay) 
While ſome new _ roſe to view, 

And mark -d each fleeting day. 


The youthful poet's ſoothing dream 
Of golden ages paſt ; 

The muſe's fond, ideal thame 
Was realiz'd at laſt. 


But vainly here we hope, that bliſs 


 OVnchanging will endure; 
Ah, in a world ſo vain as this, © 


What heart can reſt ſecure | 


R 


* 
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For now aroſe the fatal day - 
For civil diſcord fam'd ; 
When York, from Lancaſter's proud ſway, 


The regal ſceptre claim'd, 


Each moment now the horrors brought 
Of deſolating rage; 


The fam' d atchievements now were wrought, 
That ſwell th* hiſtoric page. 


The good old Albert pants, again 
To dare the hoſtile field, ; 
The cauſe of Henry to maintain, 


For him the lance to wield. 
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But oh, a thouſand gen*rous ties, 
8 That bind the hero's foul 

A thouſand tender claims ariſe, © 
And Edwin's breaſt controul, 


Tho' paſſion pleads in Hetiry's cant, 
And Edwin's heart would ſway ; 


Yet honour's ſtern, imperious laws, 
| The brave will {till obey. 


Oppreſs'd with many an anxious care, 
Fiull oft Eltruda ſigh'd; : 5 
„Complaining that relendefh war 
Should thoſe ſhe lov'd divide. 


+ 
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At length the parting morn aroſe, 
In gloomy vapours dreſt ; 
The penſive maiden's ſorrow flows, 


And terrot heaves het breaſt, 


A thouſand pangs the father feels, 
A thouſand Ata fears, 

While clinging at his feet ſhe kneels, 
And bathes them' with her tears. 


A pitying tear bedew'd his cheek; =— 
From his lov'd child he flewz 
O'erwhelm'd, the father could not ſpeak, 


He could not fay——< adieu!“ 
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Arm'd "a the field, her lover came, 

He ſaw her pallid look, 
And trembling ſeize her drooping frame, 
While falt'ring, thus he ſpoke; 


« This cruel tenderneſs but wounds 
te The heart it enn to bleſs; 

4 Thoſe falling tears, thoſe mournful ſounds 
« Increaſe the vain ditreſi —— 

« Tf fate,” ſhe anſwer'd, © has decreed 
“ That on the hoſtile plain | 

« My Edwin's faithful heart muſt bleed, 

| © And ſwell the heap of ſlain; 
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« Truſt me, my love, ru not complain, 
« I'll ſhed no fruitleſs tear; 5 

Not one weak drop my cheek ſhall ſtain, 
« Or tell what paſles here ! | 


« Oh, let thy fate of others claim 
« A tear, a mournful ſigh ; 
« PI only murmur thy dear name 


Call on my love—and die !” 


But ah! how vain for words to tell 
The pang their boſoms prov'd; 
They on!y will conceive it well, 


They only, who have lov'd. ' 
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The timid muſe forbears to ſay 
What laurels Edwin gain'd; 
How Albert, long renown'd, that day 


His ancient fame maintain d. 


The bard, who feels congenial fire, 
May ſing of martial ſtriſe; 

And with heroic ſounds inſpire 

a The gen'rous ſcorn of liſe; 


But ill the theme would ſuit her reed, 
Who, wand'ring thro* the grove, | 
Forgets the conqu'ring hero's meed, 


And gives a tear to loves 


Th 
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Tho! long the cloſing day was fled, 
| The fight they ſtill maintain 
While night's deeper horrer ſhed me 
Along the darken'd plain. 


To Albert's breaſt in arrow flew, 
He felt a mortal und 

The drops that warm'd his heart, bedew 
The cold and flinty ground, 


The foe, who aim'd the fatal dart, 

Now heard his dying ſighs;  - 
Compaſſion touch'd his yielding heart, - 
; To Albert's aid hg flies, 


F 
2 
* 


— * 
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While round the chief his arms he caſt, 


While oft he deeply ſigh'd, 
[ And ſeem'd, as if he mourn'd the paſt, 
| ; Old Albert faintly cried; 


'& Tho! nature heaves theſe parting groans, 
ce Without complaint I die; 
« Vet ond dear care my heart till owns, 
“ Still "IA tender tie, 


* Uns eee 
« Uplifts the hoſtile ſpear ;: 

« Edwin the blooming hero's name, 

[6 To Abbert's boſom dear. 
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« Ob, tell him my expiring ſigh, 
« Say my laſt words implor'd ; 

« To my defyaiting child to % 
« To her he once ador'd.” — 


He ſpoke! but oh, what mournful drain, 
Whoſe force the ſoul can melt, 

What moving nutnbers ſhall explain 
The pang that Edwin felt ? 


The pang that Edwin now reveal'd—— 
For he the warrior preſt, 

WM Ofton the dark hades of night conceals) © 
Cloſe to his throbbing breaſt, 


— 
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- 


«P 15 fly,” he cried © my touch profane— | 

Od, how the reſt impart? 35 

« Rever'd old man - could Edwin ſtain Pi 
« With Alberts blood the dart! ꝰ 


=O languid eyes he. meekly wig. 

Which ſeem'd for ever cos d; 
On the ok — with pity 852 d, 15607 | 7 
And then in death repas'd. 


« JI go,” the hapleſs Edwin fad, Ap 
And breathe a laſt adieu! E 
« And with the drops deſpair will mel, 5 4 
| © My mournful love bedew, _ | I 


« [1 Vo 
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« PII go to her for ever dear, | 
« To citch her melting ſigh,” | 

« To wipe from her pale cheek the tear, 
« And at her feet to die · | 


And as to her for ever dear 
The frantic mourner flew, 

To wipe from her palg/cheek the tear, 
And breathe a laſt adieu;z - 


Appall'd his troubled fancy ſees 
Eltruda's anguiſh flow; 
And hears, in every paſling breeze, 


The plaintive ſound of woe. 
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Meanwhile the anxious maid, whoſe tears 0 
In vain would Heav 'n implore; 
Of Albert's fate deſpairing hear, 

But yet had heard no more. 
She ſaw her much-loy'd Eden 

She ſaw, and deeply ſig'd; "M 
Her cheek was bathid in many a tea; rj 1 
At length me faintly cried; 


« Unceaſing grief this heart muſt prove, 


« Tts deareſt ties are broke 3— 
Oh, ſay, what ruthleſs. arm, my love, 
« Could aim the fatal ſtroke ? 
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Could not thy hand, my Edwin, thine, 
« Have warded off the blow? 

« For oh, he was not only mine, q 
« He was thy father too!” eng 


No more the youth could pangs endure 
His lips could never-tell; ; 

From death he vainly hop'd a cure, 
As cold 4 earth he fell. 


She flew, ſhe gave her ſorrows vent, 

A thouſand tears ſhe pour'dz 
Her mournful voice, her moving pling 
The youth to life reſtor'd, 


ol 6 * Wy 


; : To look for inſtant aid. 


— 
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She 4 <« my Edwin; ſpeak 1 


Or ſure, unable to ſuſtain + 11 A. St 0 3 


This grief, my heart will break.“ 


6 Yes, it will break” —he falt W 


« For me will life reſign 


« Then trembling know thy father died 


« And know the guilt was mine !” 


« It is enough,” with ſhort, quick breath, | 


Exclaim'd the fainting maid; 
She ſpoke no more, but ſeem'd from death 


cc 


A LEOEN DART TAPE. 15 


In plaintive accents, Edwin cries, 
* © And have I murder'd ee? 
« To other worlds thy ſpirit U, 

And mine this ſtroke ſhull free.“ 


His hand the lifted weapon pgrafp'd, 
The ſteel he firmly preſt: 
When wildly the aroſe, and claſp'd 


Her lover to her breaſt. 


n Merhought,” ſhe cried, with panting breath, | 
« My Edwin talk'd of peace ; | 
© I knew *twas only found in death, 
« And fear d that fad releaſe. 


G 3 I claſp 


| « I claſp him fill! 'twas but a dream | 


From which a father's ſpirits fiream, 


. « But ſee ! from thee he ſhrinks, nor would 


Ah, tho' my Edwin ſpilt thy blood, 


 « My father, yet in pity ſtay 


A ſpirit beckons him away, 
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N 


« Help yon wide wound to cloſe, ; 


« A father's life-blood flows. 


— 


« Be blaſted by thy touch; 


« Yet once he lov'd thee much. 


4e] ſee his white beard wave; 


4 And points to yonder grave, 


A LEGENOARY TALE. 


« Alas, my love, I trembling hear | 
« A father's laſt adieu „ 
« I ſee, I dee, the falling tea: 
45M His wrinkled cheek bedew. 


« He's gone, and here his aſhes lleep —— 
« I do not heave a ſigh, 
* His child a father does not weep — 755 


« For, ah, my brain is dry | 


But come, together let us rove, 2 
« At the pale hour of night; 

-« When the moon wand'ring thro” the grove, 
« Shall pour her fainteſt light. 
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« We'll gather from the roſy bow 
« The faireſt wreaths that bloom: 


1 We'll cull, my love, each op'ning flower,” | 
« To deck his hallow'd tomb. | 


« We'll thither, from the diſtant dale, 
« [A weeping willow bearz | 

«* And plant a lily of the vale, - 

« A drooping lily there. 


« We'll ſhun the face of ita day, 
« Eternal chan keep * r 

« Thro' the dark wood together ſtray; 
And only live to weep. | 


4 But 
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« But hark, tis come—the fatal Gans 
„ When, Edwin, we muſt part; 
« Some angel tells me *tis a crime 


« To hold thee to my heart. 


« My father's ſpirit hovers near — 
« Alas, he comes to chidez '' © 
« Is there no means, my Edwin dear, 
« The fatal deed to hide? 


„Vet, Edwin, if th” offence be thine, 

« Too ſoon I can forgive; 
« But, oh, the guilt would alt be mine, 
« Could I endure to live. 


130 EDWIN A ND. ELTR up 


„ Farewel, my lave, for, ob, I faint, 
Or pale deſpair Ide: eh 

« And ſee ! that hodry, murder'd faint 
© Deſcends from yon blue ſky, 


00 Poor, weak old man] he comes, my love, 
0 To lead to heav'n the way; 

* He knows not heaven will joyleſs prove, 
« If Edwin here muſt fy ['—— 

' 4 . | 
« Oh, who can bear this pang !” he cry'd, 
Then to his boſom preſt 
The dying maid, who piteous figh'd, 
| And ſunk to endleſs reſt | 


A 


A LEGENDARY TALE. 26 


/ 


He faw her eyes for ever cloſe, 3 AT 
He heard her lateſt ſigh, 

And yet no tear of anguiſh. flows 

From his diſtracted eye. el. 


He feels within his ſhiy'ring veins . 
A mortal chillneſs riſe + 


Her pallid corſe he feebly ſtrain - --/ + 1 


And on her boſom dies. 
2 # $ „ 
No longer may their hapleſs lot 
The mournful muſe engage; 
She wipes away the tears, that blot : 


The melancholy page. 


G6 


5 
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For Heay'o, in love, diffolves the ties N E 
That chain the ſpirit here; | 
And diftant far foriever lien | 

Tube bleſſing beld moſt der 


* 4 * 


To bid the ſuff ning ſoul aſpire 
A higher bliſs to prove 5 1 
To wake the ere deſire, 

The hope that reſts above 


ag o 
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WWW envious crows the „ e 
| Where Danger with Ambition * 
Or far, with anxious ſtep, purſue 


Pale Av rice, thro? his winding ways ; . 


136 8 N A DDR ESS | 
The ſelfiſh paſſions in their train, 
Whoſe force the ſocial ties unbind, 
And chill the love of human kind, 


And make fond Nature's beſt emotions vain ; 


4 


Oh Poeſy | oh nymph moſt dear, 
To whom I early gave my heart, 
Whoſe voice is ſweeteſt to my ear 
Of nught in nature or in art; 
Thou, who canſt all my breaſt conttoul, | 
Come, and chy harp of various cadence brig, 
And long with melting muſi © fivell the . 
That ſuits the * temper of iy foul. 


Oh! 


Ne 


'TO POETRY. 237 
Oh ever n iy pil er way 
And I dhe ills of life can bear; 
Let ber uh lovely vididhs glow; | 
And chaſe the forms of real care; $08] bat 
Oh Rill, when tempted to repine 


Wipe from my eyes the anxious tear, 
And whiſper, that thy ſoothing joys are mine ! 


When did my fancy ever frame 
A dream of joy by thee unbleſt ? | | 
When firſt my lips pronounc'd thy name, © | 
New pleaſure watm'd my infant bre. 5 


Oh! % , : þ t © 
* x Pay * , : * - x e 

* : U 5 4 0 2 > þ . ” 

. uu 4 * CY 0 1 4 * ” 


| 

At partial fortune's frown ſevere, 7 | | 
| 

| 

| 


k 
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; 3 
l or'd to form the jingling m, 
The meaſur'd ſounds, tho rade; my ear could pleaſe, 
Could give the little pains of childhood eaſe; 
And long have footh's the keener pains of time, i 


. A. * * fy % 

4 Tt * 2 2 
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P a * * - Þ--<Y 4 o i a 
1 l 1 * : . « + # Ss wo — 7 * w#4 + : . - 
* 
- 
" - 
* * FL * by . 4 
The idle crowd in faſhion's train, - 
s * ©# 3 S 44 >% — . %- Af - * 4 * = WS 9 
- * * 


Their ee eee 
Who talk ſo much, yet talk indi =P 
How glow for thee, oh nymph, I fly! 
For thine is all the wealth of mind, 
Thine the unborrow'd-gems of thought, NF 
Tue flaſh of light, by ſouls rebn'd, ks. 7 
From heav'n's empyreal ſource-exulting caught Int 


* - 


And 
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And 


* 
And ah | when deftin'd to forego 

The ſocial hour with thoſe I love, 
That char which brightens all below, . | 


- 


That joy all other joys-aboye,. 


And dearer to this breaſt of mine, 
Oh Muſe! than aught thy magic power can give; 


Then on the gloom of lonely ſadneſs ſhine, 5 a 


And bid thy airy forms around me live, © 


Thy page, oh SHAKESPEARE let me view, 
Thine ! at whoſe name my boſom glows ; 
Proud that my earlieſt breath 1 an 
[n that bleſt iſle where-Shakeſpeare roſe |— 


Wheag 


+TO-FOETRY. 35 
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Where ſhall my dazzled glances roll? 
| Shall I purſue gay Ariel's flight, if cho. e 
Or wander where'thoſe hags of niht 


With deeds unnam d ſhall freeze my trembling ſoa! 


— . ; 7 7 2 


| Plunge me, foul aden in the gloom | | J 
'Ye mugs ”= blaſted heath, | | 
To hear the harrowing rite I come, 
That calls the angry ſhades from death !— 
Away my frighted boſom ſpate | 
Let true Cordelia pour her filial ſigh, 
"Lan Deſdemona life her pleading, eye, 
And poor Ophelia ſing in wild deſpair | | 


And 


TO POETRY: ,- 141 


When the bright noon of ſummer ſtreams - 

In one wide flaſh of laviſh day, 2 
As ſoon ſhall mortal count the beams, 

As tell the powers of Shakeſpeare's 11 

Oh Nature's Poet ! the untaught | 

The ſimple mind thy tale purſues, 

And wonders by what art it views 

The perfect image of each native thought, | 


In thoſe An Wannen when the bend 
Expanded, leaves its cares behind, 


Glows by ſome higher thought poſleſt, 
And feels the energies of mind; 
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Then, awful MI rox, raiſe the veil 
That hides from human eye the heav'nly throng ! | 
Immortal fons of light! I hear your ſong, 
I hear your high-tun'd harps creation hail! 


Well might creation claim your care, 


And well the ſtring of rapture move, | T 
When all _ perfect, good, and fair, 

When all was muſic, joy, and love ! 

ie Evil's inauſpicious birth | Wh 

| Chang'd Nature's harmony to ſtrife; u 

How 


And wild Remorſe, abhorring life, | 
And wn MIC, ſpread their made on earth, 


® © 
neditat 
wing ab 
walter o. 

er cou 


. 


doe rr 1 


Bleſt Poeſy ! oh ſent to cim 
The human pains which all muſt feel; 
Still ſhed on life thy precious balm, 
And every wound of nature heal! 


lo there a heart of human frame | 
Along the burning track of torrid light, ; 
Or mid the fearful waſte of polar night, 

That never glow's at thy inſpiring name? 


Ye ſouthern iſles, emerg'd ſo late | 
Where the pacific billow rolls, 

Witneſs, tho' rude your ſimple ſtate, | 
How heav'n- taught verſe can melt your ſouls: 
% The dong of the bards or minſtrels of | Otaheite was unbte- 
neditated, and accompanied with muſic. They were continually 
ing about from place to place; and they were rewarded by the 


maſter of the houſe with ſuch things as the one wanted, and the * 
er could ſpare. Cooks Voracs, 


5 1 
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| Say, 
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Say when you hear the wand ring bad, 

of , 

Dn A DER % 
By what kind arts ye court his « . 
All ſavage liſe W 


1 De chiefs prepare, 
80 . 
A while from War's rude toils n 
: | The pious hecatomb, and ſhare 
5 
The flowing bowl, and genial ff | 
Some heav'nly minſtrel ſweeps the yre, 
While all applaud the poet's native art, 
F him they heap the viands choiceſt part, 
Wo 
And e 


1 


Er'0 
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Fv'n hr i foes of ride und gin, 
Where faint each genuine feeling glows 3 
Her, Nature aſles, in want and pain, 

The dear Wlnſions verſe veſtows 3. 
The poor, from hunger, and from cold, 
Spare one ſmall coin, the ballad's price; 
Admire their poet's quaint device, 


And marvel much at all his rbymes unfold... 


Py : 


Ye children, loſt in foreſts drear, 


Still o'er your wrongs each boſom grieves, | 


And long the red-breaſt ſhall be dear 


vel. I. H 


o ſtrew'd each little corpſe with leaves # 


15 
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re you the gual en ples'd fra, 
And heard, with hands u and cage look 
The cruel tale, and wiſh'd ye were not dead! | 


_ * 0 


Alla fill on Scotia's northern ſhare, 
« At times, between the ruſhing blaſ,” 

| Recording memyry loves to pour 8 
Tus mournful ſong of abes paſt 

Come, lonely bard * of other years !” 
While dim the half-ſcen. moon of varying ſkies, 

While fad the wind along the grey mals ſighs, Sh 
And give my heal heart « the joy, of tears!” 


The 


| TO.POETRY. 


e eee eee 
Around the modern poet's line, E 
Where, borrow'd from the ſphere of art, 
Unnumber'd gay alluſions ſhine, 

Have not a charm my breaſt to pleaſe * 

Like the blue miſt, the meteor's beam, 

The dak-brow'd rock, the mountain teams | 
And the light chiſtle waving in the breeze. 3 


* 
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* 


Wild Poeſy, in haunts falime, 


Delights her lofty nate to pour; | 
She loves the hanging rack to climb, id 4 
and hear the ſweeping torrent rour: 


” 
n 
. - . 
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rue lde bene of culturd Bee 

But faintly her expanded boſom wank. 
$he ſeeks the daring firoke, the aweful charms, 

. Which Nature's pencil hows on Natures ice 


"ICT 


a” 


©  OkiNataire | thou/ whoſe works divine 

| Such rapture in ti bref ire, | 

| As makes me dream one ſpark is mine 

Of Poeſy's celeſtial fire; 

| | When doom'd for London ſmoke to leave 
The kindling morn's unfolding view, 

Which ever wears ſome alpect ne, 

And all the ſhadowy forms of ſoothing eve ; Tl 


\ — 


*, 
, Then, 
. 
U 


TO POETRY. 4g 
: Then, Tomo, then be ever neat, | 
And paint whatever ſeaſon reignsz _ 

Still let me ſee the varying years 

And worſhip Nature in thy ftrains3 3 the 
Now, when the wintry tempeſts roll, | 
Unfold their dark and deſolating form, 
| Ruſh in the ſavage madneſs of the ſtorm, 
And ſpread thoſe horrors that exalt my ſoul, 


And, Popalth TIP WAG b 
Shall winter's dreary gloom diſpel, Rr „ 
And fond remembrance oft rehearſe 
The moral ſong ſhe knows ſo well; 
. | The 1 
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The ſportive ſylphs ſhall flutter here. 
There Eloiſe, in anguiſh pale, 
Kis with cold lips the ſacred veil, 
« And drop with every bead too ſoft a tear k. 


When difappointment's fick ning pain, 

With chilling ſadnefs numbs my breaſt, 
That feels its deareſt hope was vain, 

And bids its fruitleſs firuggles reſt ; 

| When thoſe for whom 1 with to- live, 
| With cold ſuſpicion wrong my aching hear * 
Or, doom'd from thoſe for ever lov'd to part, 
* And fee! a ſharper pang than death can give 


Then 


ro rOET Rx. of 


Then with the mournful bard I go, 
Whom e melancholy mark'd her ow . @®#-. 
While tolls the curfew, folemn, ow, 
And wander amid graves * JA 
With yon pale orb, loy'd poet, come f 
While from thoſe elms long ſhadows ſpread, 
| And where the lines of light are (hed, 
| Read the fond recent ofthe rail tomb! 


Or let me o'er old Conway's flood 
Hang on the frowning rock, and trace 
The characters, that wove in blood, 
Stamp'd the dire fate of Edward's race; 


H4 


| #ow poor thy vain protence to deathleſ fame } 
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Provd tyrant tear thy bark jlume' 


The injur'd muſe records thy laſting ſhame, 
| And ſhe has power to © ratify thy doom.” 


Nature, when firſt he filing came, 
To wake within the human breaſt | 
The facred muſes hallow'd flame, 
And earth, with heav'n n's rich ſpirit bleſt 

Nature in that auſpicious hour, 

With aweful mandate, bade the bard 
The regiſter of glory guard, 

And gave lin oer all mortal honours power. 


- 


Lond 


Can 


TO POETRY. 


Can fame on painting's aid rely, on 
Or lean on ſculpture's trophy'd buſt ? . 

The faithleſs colours bloom to die, - g 
The crumbling pillar mocks is truſt; 

But thou, oh muſe, immortal maid | 
Canſt paint the godlike deeds that praiſe inſpire, 
Or worth that lives but in the mind's defire, - 
ln tints that only ſhall with Nature fade |  - 


"Oh tell me, partial nymph | what rite 
What incenſe ect, what homage true, 

Draws from thy fount of pureſt light 
The flame it lends a choſen few ?- 


Hs 3 Alas! 
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Alas theſe Wee ns | 

The myſtic vow that moves thy breaſt; 
Yet by thy 29 my life is bleſt, 

And my fond ſoul ſhall conſecrate thy name, 


EUPHELIA 


* 


. ! __rp1 
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A roam'd a pilgrim o'er the mountain drear, 
On whoſe lone verge the foaming billows roaty 
The wail of hopeleſs ſorrow pierc'd his ear, 
And font ot oe on the ſounding ſhore, 


The 
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The mourner breath'd her deep . to night, 
Her moan ſhe mingled with the rapid blaſt 15 
| That bar'd her boſom in its waſting flight, 

And o'er the earth her ſcatter'd treſſes caſt! 


« Ye winds,” ſhe cried; & {till kak the lab' ring i 
“e deep, | | 

Wha The mountain ſhake, the howling foreſt rend; 

& Still daſh the ſhiv'ring fragment from the ſteep,. . 

“ Nor for a like me the ſtorm ſuſpend. 


« Ah, wherefore wiſh the rifirlg ftorm to ſpare? 
« Ah, why implore the raging winds to fave ? 

- © What pefupe can the break where lives Yeſpair 24 

8 Defire but death ? what ſhelter but the graye? 0 


— 


« Tg 
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« To me congenial is the gloom of night, 
« The ſavage howlings that infeft the air 
« I unappall'd can view the fatal light, 
| 4 That flaſhes from the pointed lightning's glare. 


« And yet erewhile, if night her ſhadows threw 
Oer the known woodlands of my native vale 
« Fancy in viſions wild the landſcape drew, 
« And ſwell'd with boding ſounds the whiſp'ring 
cc "WY 7 


u But deep deſpair has arm'd my timid foul, - 
« And agony has numb'd the throb of fear; 
“ Taught a weak heart its terrors to controul, 


ed! And more to court than ſhun the danger near, 


4 « Yet 


—_— 


ww EUPHELIA * 


©. & Wheie heav'd the waters of the deep around, 
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« Yet could I welcome the return of light, 

Is glim'ring beam might guide my ſearchingeye, 
« The ſacred ſpot might then emerge from night, 
3 * On which a lover's bleeding relicks lic ! 


Fg 


« For ſure twas here, as late a ſhepherd ſtray d * 
Bewilder'd, o'er the mountain's dreary bound, 
&« Cloſe to the pointed cliff he ſaw him laid, 


& Alas, no longer could his heart endure - 
« The woes that heart was doom'd for me to. 


Mo ICRP FARO 
« He ſought for death for death, the only cure 
That fate can give to vain and hopeleſs love. 


Peac 


AN ELE GY”; . 


« My fre, urjut, while paſſon fyrl' bis bel, 
« From the loy d Alfred his Euphelia tore BN 

* Mogk'd the keen forroms that my foul opprof, 
« And bade me, vainly bade me love no more | 


He told me, love was like yon troubled deep, 
« Whoſe reſtleſs billows never know repoſe; 
« Are wildly daſh'd upon the rocky ſteep, 
4 { And tremble to th lighteſt breeze tht Vows 


« From theſe rude ftorms remote, her gentle 5 

Dear ta the ſuff "ring ſpirit, peace applies 

Peace ! *tis th? oblivious lake's deteſted calm, 
Whaſe dull, low waters never fall or riſe. 
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4 Alfred's fix d deſpair 
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barb'rous mandate 
*T'was guilt the We 
« A 
5 mo unrelenting ſway, | 
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——— while a ſlave to love 
« Vi | 
| 'd a traitor, 
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« Lether, who herd a lover's fate, endure + 
« The ſharpeſt preſſure of deſerv'd diſtreſs 3 

« Twere added perfidy to ſeek a cure, 
« And ſtala 4 with falſhood, wiſh to ſuffer les. 


« For wretches doom'd in other griefs to pine, 
| « Oft will benignant Hope her ray impart z 
« And Pity oft from her cgleſtial ſhrine, 

« Drop a warm tear upon the fainting hearts | 


« But o'er the laſting en of Low's eln 
Can Hope's bright ray its cheering viſions ſhed ? 

Can Pity ſooth the woes that breaſt muſt bear, : 
„Which vainly loves, and vainly mourns the 


1 dead? X 


No! 


N 


8 — 


* ri 
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« No! lingring un, and — 
« Fhall never pauſe, till heaves my lateſt breath, 
« Till memery's diſtracting pang is flown, 
And all my ſorrows ſhall be huſh'd in death, 
« And death is pitying come, whoſe band ſhall tr 
From this aMicted heart the ſenſe of pain 3 
My fainting limbs refuſe their load to bear, 


And life no longer will my form ſuſtain. 
u Vet orice did Health's enliv'ning glow adorn, | 
And Pleaſure ſhed for me her lovelieſt ray; « 
& Pure as the gentle ſtar that gilds the morn, *M 
„ And conſtant as the equal light of day! | «] 


e Noy 
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« Now thoſe loſt pleaſures une d by memory, dem 
Like yon illuſive meteor's glancing light; | 
« That o'er the darkneſs threw its inſtant gleam, : 

« Then ſunk, and vaniſh'd in the depth of night. 


« My nh and thou delightful bower! 

« Scenes to my hopeleſs love for ever dear; 
« Sweet vale, for whom the morning wal her flow'r, 
« Gay bower, for whom the evening pour d her tear. 


— 


« ] aſk no more to ſee your beaulles rie- 
« — od wholbrugged cent | 
« My Alfred, murder'd by Euphelia, lies, 
« In your deep folitudes oh let me reſt! 


E | « And 


S EUPHELIA, 


« And fure the dawning ray that lights the ſleep 
e eee tr; 
„ Wil ſhew me where bis facred relics fleep, — | 
h Will lead his meurner to her deſtin'd grave,” 


Ofer the high precipice unmov'd ſhe bent, 
Aifearful path the beams of morning ſbew, 
The pilgrim reach'd with toil the rude aſcent, 
And ſaw her brooding o'er the deep below, 


« Euphelia, ſtay!” he cried, © thy Alfred calls 


tc Oh ſtay, my love in ſorrow yet more dear, H 
*I come In vain the ſoothing accent falls, He ff 
Alas, it reach'd not her diſtracted ear. i W 

« Ah, 


4: | 7 5 ey ie 3 
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„ Ab, what avails,” ſhe aid, © that morning roſe ? 


« With fruitleſs pain I ſeek his mould'ring clay z 


« Vain ſearch ! to fill the meaſure of my woes, 
« The foaming ſurge has waſh'd his corſe away. 


« This cruel agony why longer bear? 


% 


« Death, death alone can all my pangs remove; 
« Kind death will baniſh from my heart deſpair, 


« And when I live again live to love l“ 


She ſaid, and plung'd into the awful deep 
He ſaw her meet the fury of the wave; 
He frantic ſaw ! and darting to the ſteep 
With deſp'rate anguiſh; ſought her wat'ry grave. * 


\l) He | 


% 
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He daſp'd her dying form, he ſhar d her-ſighs, 


He check'd the billow ruſhing on her breaſt ; 
She felt his dear embrace—her cloſing eyes 
Were fix'd on Alfred, and her death was bleſt.— 


6 > 


Vox. I. 


. 
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H Yo he 


HILE thee I ſeek, protecting Power 
Be my vain wiſhes ' ſtill d; 

And may chis conſecrated hour 
With better hopes be fil d. 


Thy love the powers of thought beſtow d, 
To thee my thoughts would foar ; 

Thy mercy o'er my life has flow d | 
That mercy I adore, "Ty h | 85 
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In io event of life, how * 
Thy its hand I ſee; 

Each blefling to my ſoul more dear, 
Becauſe conferr'd by thee. 


In ny joy that crowns my days, 
* every pain T dear, 
My heart ſhall find delight in priſe, 
Or ſeek relief in prayer. 
When gladneſs wings my favour'd hour, 
Thy love my thoughts ſhall fill: 


My foul ſhall meet thy will, 


Reſign'd, when ſtorms of loox lows: — 


* 
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My lifted eye without a tear 
The lowring ſtorm ſhall ſee; 


My ſtedfaſt heart ſhall know no fear — 
That heart will reſt on Thee ! 


My | 13 | PAR Au 
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PARAPHERASES. 177 


The day is thine, the night al is thine; thou be 
prepared the light and the Aan. | 
Thou haſt ſet all the e of the earth ; thou bet 

made ſummer * winter. 


 PsaLM Ixxiv. 16, 17. 


Y God | all nature owns thy ſway, 
Thou giv'ſt the night, and thou the day! 
When all thy lov'd creation wakes, | 


When morning, rich in luſtre, breaks, 
And * in dew the op' ning fo 
To thee we owe her fragrant hour 
Aud when ſhe pours her choral long 


Her melodies to thee belong 1 
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- Or when, in paler tims array'd, 
The evening flowly ſpreads her ſhade ; 
That ſoothing ſhade, that grateful gloom, 

Can, more than day's Ae ning bloom, 8 
Still every fond and rain deſire, 
And calmer, purer, thoughts inſpire ; 

| From earth the penſive ſpirit free, 

And lead the ſoften'd heart to Thee. 


„ 
In every form by thee impreſt, 

Upon the mountain's awful head, 

Or where the ſhelt'ring wooks avs ſpread ; 
In every note that ſwells the gale, 

Or tuneful ſtream that cheers the vale, 
The cavern's depth, or echoing grove, 
2 | 
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As o'er thy work the ſeaſons roll, 

And footh with change of bliſs the ſoul, 5 
Oh never may their ſmiling train | 
Paſs o'er the "ERR ſcene in vain! 

"Bur 6ſt 28 e the denen wo game; | 
Attune the wond'ring ſoul to praiſe 
And be the joys that moſt we prize, 
The 1 that from thy favour riſe ! 


* 
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PARAPHRASES. "outs 
Ar pin 1 di Fd f a 3» 
Can a woman forget her ſucking child, that be ſhould 
not have compaſſion on the ſon of ber womb f Yea, 
they may forget, yet will I nat forget thee. . | 
a ISAIAH xlix. 15. 


Hr ſpeaks ! Oh Nature, liſten and re» 
a e ih 14.5 heh 

Oh ſpread from pole to pole this gracidus voice l 

« Say, every breaſt of human frame, that proves. 

« The boundleſs force. with, which a parent loves z, 

« Say, can a mother from her i | 

« Bid the faſt image of her child depart ? 

« She! VEN ſtrong inſtinct arms with ſtrength to 
« bear” .: | 

« All forms of ill, to ſhield that deareſt * 3 


N « Shel! 


382 PARAPHRASES 


« She! who with anguiſh ſtung, with madneſs wild, 
« Will ruſh on death to ſave her threaten'd child; 
« Her life one aim to make another's bleff, | 

« When her vex'd infant to her boſom clings, 

© When round ber neck his enger uns be flings ; 

0 Breathes to her liſt'ning ſoul his melting ſigh, 

« And lifts, ſuffus'd with tears, his aſking eye 

« Will ſhe, for all ambition can attain, 

« The eharms of pleaſure, or the lures of gain, 

« Betray ſtrong Nature's feelings, will ſhe prove 

« Cold to the claims of duty, and of love? 

« But ſhould the mother from her yearning heart 
« Bid the ſoft image of her child depart ; 

| ® When the vex'd infant to her boſom Cling, 

„ When round her neck his eager arms be fing; 

. Should 
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« Should the unpitying hear his melting figh, 

« And view unmov'd the tear that fills bis eye | 

« Should ſhe, for all ambition can attain, 

« The charms of pleaſure, ar the lures of gain, 

« Betray ſtrong Nature's feelings — ſhould ſhe 
«add | 1 | 

« Cold to the claims of duty, and of love! 

« Yet never will the God, whoſe word gave birth 

To yonillumin'd orbs, and this fair earth 3 

« Who thro' the boundleſs depths of trackleſs ſpace 

« Bade new-wak'd beauty ſpread each periect grace; 

« Yet when he form'd the vaſt ſtupendous whole, - 

« Shed his beſt bounties on the human ſoul z 

« Which reaſon's light illumes, which friendſhip 
an; f 

* Which pity ſoftens, and which virtue charms; 
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00 Which feels the pure affections gen'tous glow,. | 
. Shares others joy, and bleeds for others woe 
« Oh never will the-gen'ral Father prove 

» Of man forgetful, man the child of love!” 


Whenall thoſe planets in their na. 
Have wing'd their courſe, and roll'd their dein 
nia Fears 3 
When the vaſt ſun ſhall veil his golden light 

Deep in the gloom of everlaſting night; 
| When wild, deſtructive flames ſhall wrap the ſkies, 
When Chaos etiumphs, and when Nature dies; 


| Man ſhall alone the wreck of worlds. ſurvive, 


- Mid falling ſpheres, immortal man fl five 
The voice which bade the laſt nt 1, FH roll, 
Shall whiſper to the ood. and cheer their ſoul. : 

| £2 God 


ſ 
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God ſhall himſelf his favour'd creature guide 

Where living waters pour their bliſsful tide, 

Where the enlarg'd, exulting, wond'ring mind 
Shall ſoar, from weakneſs and from guilt refin'd ; 
Where perfect knowledge, bright with cloudleſs rays, 

Shall gild eternity's unmeaſur'd days ; | EK 

Where friendſhip, unembitter'd by diſtruſt, _ 

Shall in immortal bands unite the jult ; 2 

Devotion rais'd to rapture breathe her ſtrain, 

And love in his eternal triumph reign |! 


l, 


Gol 9 Wa- 
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IVhatfoever ye would that men ſhould do to you, de ye 
even ſo to them. 


f Marr. vii. 12, 

P ECE PT divine ! to earth in mercy given, 
O ſacred rule of action, worthy Heaven! 

Whoſe pitying love ordain'd the bleſs'd command 

To bind our nature in a firmer band 

Enforce each human ſuff rer s ſtrong appeal, 

And teach the ſelfiſh breaſt what others feel; 

Wert thou the guide of life, mankind might know 


A ſoft exemption from the worſt of woe; . 
No more the powerful would the weak oppreſs, 
hut tyrants learn the luxury to bleſs; 


No 


No more would ſlav'ry bind a hopeleſs train 
Of human victims, in her galling chain; 
Merey the hard, the cruel heart would move 
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To ſoften mis'ry by the deeds of love; 

And Av'rice from his hoarded treaſures give 

Unaſk'd, the liberal boon, that Want might live ! 
: Thy impious tongue of falſhood then would ceaſe 


"ge blaſt, with dark ſuggeſtions, Virtue' 8 pence ; 1 
No more would ſpleen or paſſion baniſh reſt; 
And plant a pang in fond Affection's breaſt ; 
By one harſh word, one alter'd look, deftroy 
Her peace, and wither every op ning joy 3 
77 Scarce can her tongue the captious wrong explain, 
The ſlight offence which gives ſo deep a pain! 
Thy affected eaſe that lights her ſtarting tear, 


The words whoſe coldneſs kills from lips ſo dear; 
K - % . The 


No! 


The 


ROM SCRIPTURE. - og 

The hand ſhe loves, alone ean point the dart, 
Whoſe hidden fling could wound no othet heart 
Theſe, of all pains the fharpelt we endür en; 
The bread: ubich now - infifts, would ping ts 
No more deſerted Genius, then, would ff 
To breathe in ſolitude his hopeleſs figh ; | | 
No more would Fortune's partial ſmile debaſe 
The ſpirit, rich in intellectual grace; 
Who views! Uk U, Bein Teenes where pleaſures 

bloom, an 
The flame of genius ſunk in mis ry's gloom; 
The ſoul Heay'n form'd to ſoar, by want depreſt, 
Nor heeds the wrongs that pierce a kindred breaſt, 


Thou 
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Thou righteous Lav! whole clexr and whful gh 
Sheds on the mind a ray divinely bright; | 
| Condenling in one rule whate'er the ſage. 
Has proudly taught, in many a labour'd page; 
Bid every heart thy hallow'd voice revere, = 
To juſtice ſacred, and to nature dear | | 
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